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That his offer seemed incredible must have been apparent, but
his brooding, troubled eyes revealed his sincerity as he hastened
to explain.
"Now, don't think I'm a philanthropist; my motives are entirely
selfish. I've made a mess of my life and opportunities and I'd like
to rehabilitate myself to some extent, in my own estimation at
least. I'd like to have a part in advancing the medical career
of someone more submissive to authority than I was, some-
one who will maintain the highest standards of professional
ethics.
"In medicine, more even than in religion or law, it's the born
dissenter and iconoclast who gets into trouble trying to break
down old customs and traditions. When Hippocrates, the father
of medicine, first taught his art it was with the proviso that it
be practised as he prescribed. This was more than two thousand
years ago, but the rules are still in force. I disregarded one of
them when I disagreed with older, more experienced men, and
you see the result. Being in the right was immaterial; it was not
what I did, but the way it was done that mattered."
I should not attempt to reach a decision tonight, he said.
Before making up my mind I should go over to the medical school
and tell them I was thinking of entering as a student. I could
then attend a few lectures, get acquainted, gain some idea of
what would be required of me. He advised me not to say anything,
for the present, about my past, and to tell no one I was working
for him; it might give rise to fears I was already contaminated
with irregularity. Later, if necessary, he would bring a little
pressure to bear on the man he had mentioned, which he was
sure would forestall any unpleasantness.
"And by the way/* he added, "sooner or later you'll probably
hear something about quacks and charlatans. It's astonishing how
often those words are misused; if you look them up you'll find
they mean ignorant pretenders to knowledge or skill. Now, what-
ever else I may be, Fm not that. No one in St. Louis is better
qualified to practise medicine than I, or gives the public more
highly skilled service. My methods may be unethical, but I cure
my patients, and I'm not a quack."
My first thought was of immediate acceptance; not that I cared
anything about medicine or how it was practised, but in gratitude.
No one heretofore had seemed to think I had any promising
qualifications; no one but Grandma had shown any interest in